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-ered my troubled, veiled face with frantic kisses. :d her to mother and crept painfully down the I glanced back — mother waved her hand and in-y called: " Good luck! God bless you 1" astonishing conjunction of superstition and ortho-fell touched my sense of the ridiculous. I laughed JBertie barked excitedly, I faced about and went 1 almost gayly to meet — what? As I reached ray, I remember quite distinctly that I said aloud, -If: "Well, God's good to the Irish, and at all I was born on St. Patrick's day — so Garryowen
I"
pendulum was swinging to the other extreme, I
liigh spirits; nor need you be surprised, for such tcting temperament.
cl not on that first night even the comfort of a
ty-room to myself, but shared one of the tiniest
with   Mrs.   Roberta   Norwood,   in  whose   chic
person I failed utterly to see a future friend, -riblc heat, the crowding, the strange companion, ight back the memory of that far-away first night TI Cleveland; but now there was no Mrs. Brad-:> go to for advice or commendation. The sense r loneliness came upon me suddenly, and I bent <I low over the buckling of my shoe that niy rising light not be noticed.
were directly beneath the auditorium parquet, rry seat flung clown by the ushers seemed to strike
upon our heads, while applause shook dust into -s and hair. Forced occupation is the best cure votisness, and in the hurried making-tip and dress-or the time forgot my fright. Two or three per-cl come to the door to speak to Mrs. Norwood, and ;<M! to me they were all made up unusually pale. cl at myself in the glass, I hesitated, at last I turned ced if I wore too much color —if I was too reel,